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Harry Johnson, lifelong resident of the Wiltshire village of Gorsey-on-the-Hill and president-for-life of the local science fiction club, was never one to shirk a mystery. In fact, Harry prided himself on being the only person in town who could recite the original Klingon wedding vows and bake a perfect Victoria sponge, though never at the same time. 

To his wife Olivia’s occasional exasperation, he approached the world—and their staid little village—as if he were perpetually on the set of an interplanetary adventure.

It was one of those crystalline midsummer nights when the air was thick with honeysuckle and the moon hung low over the thatched rooftops. Harry was busy at the kitchen table, meticulously constructing a miniature model of the Millennium Falcon out of little more than matchsticks, glue, and stubbornness, when a commotion shattered the quiet. Olivia, in her tartan dressing gown, peered out the window and saw a figure sprinting down the lane with what could only be described as the urgency of an Olympic athlete fleeing a swarm of particularly aggressive hornets.

Within seconds, the person was banging on their front door. Harry opened it to find none other than the mayor of Gorsey-on-the-Hill, the Honorable Clive Stipplethorpe, standing on the stoop in nothing but his nightshirt and an expression of raw terror.

“Aliens!” the mayor gasped, eyes wide and hair standing at angles previously thought possible only in zero-gravity. “They’re coming! They’ve landed—right by the castle!”

Olivia ushered the trembling mayor to the settee and pressed a glass of sherry into his hand, while Harry peppered him with questions. Each answer made the story wilder: there had been strange lights in the night sky, a high-pitched whirring noise, and a beam of blue light illuminating the lawn near the old medieval castle at the edge of the village.

Olivia set down her glass with a clink and fixed Harry with a look that was both firm and entirely familiar. “Someone has to investigate,” she said. It wasn’t a suggestion. It wasn’t even an order. It was simply the law of the Johnson household, and everyone present knew it.

Harry squared his shoulders, marshaling the gravitas of every fictional detective he'd ever admired. His battered tweed jacket, which had seen more alien conventions than most telescopes saw moon phases, was hanging on the post by the door. He shrugged it on with the practiced flair of a man preparing to be immortalized in a trading card. “Right then,” he said, already scanning the room for his trusty torch and the multipurpose magnifying glass that Olivia had bought him as a joke, but which he had insisted on carrying ever since the Great Toenail Clipping Mix-up of 2017.

Olivia, never one to let her husband face possible invasion alone, retied the belt on her dressing gown with an air of brisk efficiency. She snatched her phone from the kitchen counter—camera at the ready—and joined him at the door. They both looked at the mayor, whose sherry-splattered nightshirt and wild hair made him look less like a civic leader and more like a retired wizard caught mid-transfiguration.

Clive Stipplethorpe shook his head, but made no move to retreat. “You think I’m letting you two go alone? This is my village! Besides, the last mayor to see a UFO ended up with his own Wikipedia page.” He took a fortifying gulp of sherry and, resolving to stand bravely behind his constituents, followed them into the night.

Outside, the world was still and thick with the scent of honeysuckle and cut grass. The only sound was the distant bleat of sheep and the indecisive clucking of a hedgehog somewhere in the undergrowth. The trio shuffled down the garden path, their feet whispering on the damp gravel. Olivia led the way, phone in hand, its flashlight bobbing over the hedgerow like a tiny, determined will-o’-the-wisp. Harry followed, waving his torch over every shadow and crack with a thoroughness usually reserved for bomb squads or overly enthusiastic dog walkers.

The mayor trailed behind, clutching the sherry bottle like a talisman against extraterrestrial abduction. As they made their way through the winding lanes of Gorsey-on-the-Hill, the hush of the village at night seemed deeper than usual. Windows were darkened, curtains drawn tight. Only the occasional flicker of television light behind lace hinted at life inside the cottages. Even the pub, The Soggy Badger, had closed early, its sign swinging forlornly in the midnight breeze.

They reached the outskirts of the village, where the medieval castle loomed above the landscape, its towers black against the moonlit sky. The castle’s stone walls, usually imposing, tonight seemed to hunch in on themselves defensively, as if bracing for something profoundly unnatural. The trio paused at the ancient lychgate, taking in the scene. Somewhere to the right, a patrolling barn owl let out a screech so unearthly that the mayor nearly dropped his bottle.

Harry checked his phone for a signal, then remembered that the dead zone around the castle was notorious even among the most optimistic broadband salesmen. “No way to call for backup,” he muttered, but the lack of signal only seemed to energize him further.

They crossed the narrow footbridge over the moat—a brackish ditch that, in daylight, was more likely to contain errant footballs than marauding aquatic monsters. The drawbridge had long since rusted itself into permanent hospitality, and the main gates stood open, inviting as a dentist’s chair. Olivia took a moment to snap a photo of the entrance, “for posterity,” she said, but Harry was already striding ahead, determined to get the first look at the alleged landing site.

The castle’s grounds stretched in a patchwork of wildflower meadow and meticulously mown lawns. Despite the hour, the moon and the sodium streetlights back in the village cast a pale glow over everything. Here and there, ancient topiary animals—badgers, swans, and one slightly confused hippopotamus—cast long shadows over the gravel paths.

The trio advanced with mounting suspense. Every so often, Harry would motion for silence, as if expecting the hedgerows themselves to whisper secrets. The mayor, caught up in the drama of the moment, began narrating in sotto voce: “The intrepid team forged ahead, undaunted by the unknown—”

“Pipe down, Clive,” said Olivia. “You’ll scare off the aliens.”

To their surprise, there was a faint, metallic hum in the air. At first Harry thought it was tinnitus, but Olivia heard it too, and the mayor confirmed it by nervously tapping his free hand against his ear, as if chasing out a persistent moth. The hum grew steadily louder as they approached the castle’s main garden, the one Lord Pembroke had personally overseen for decades, and which boasted the finest rose bushes in the county.

When they rounded the final bend, the origin of the noise—and the cause of the mayor’s earlier panic—became clear.

There, on the immaculate green lawn, was something that stopped Harry in his tracks. An elaborate pattern had been etched into the grass—concentric circles, triangles, and what looked suspiciously like binary code. But this crop circle wasn’t in a farmer’s barley field; it was carved with surgical precision right into Lord Pembroke’s beloved garden. The mayor nearly dropped his sherry. Olivia, ever practical, snapped photographs with her phone.

Harry knelt to examine the edges of the formation. The grass was slightly singed and the air smelled faintly of static and something metallic. He looked up at Olivia, and she met his eyes with a mixture of exasperation and reluctant admiration. “Well, darling,” she said, “it looks like the universe has finally noticed you.”

Harry grinned, feeling the thrill of the unknown bubbling up inside him. The clean lines of the crop circle glowed in the moonlight, promising an adventure worthy of his science fiction heroes. He stood, dusted off his knees, and stared into the darkness beyond the castle, heart pounding with excitement.

The moonlight cast eerie shadows around the castle grounds as Harry, Olivia, and Mayor Stipplethorpe stood in awe of the intricate crop circle before them. Harry’s mind raced with possibilities as he examined the mysterious symbols etched into the grass. Could this be an elaborate hoax by local pranksters, or was there truly something otherworldly at play?

A sudden movement caught his eye near the castle’s ancient oak tree. A figure cloaked in darkness emerged, their silhouette blending seamlessly with the night. Harry’s pulse quickened as he watched the shadowy figure approach with an air of silent determination.

Olivia gripped his arm, her own eyes widening as she whispered, “Harry, look.”

The figure stopped a few feet away, revealing a slender frame clad in a shimmering silver suit that seemed to reflect the moonlight. Their face was obscured by a sleek helmet with an opaque visor, giving them an otherworldly appearance.

“Greetings, Earthlings,” a voice echoed from the figure
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